
TheTragedie 

„ , Enter the gueent t. 

Jga. Oh who fliall hinder me ro waile and wecpe ? 
To chide my f ^rtunejand torment m y felfs a 
/leioyne withblacke difpaire againft my foule, 

And to my felfe become an enemie# 

D«AWhatmcanes this feeane of rude impatience# 
Sj** i o make an aft of tragicke violence# 

Edward, my Lord, your fonne, our king is dead. 

Whj grovV the branches,now therootcis withred** 
J^hy wither not the lea ues.the fap being o- on e? 

/fyou will liue,lamqnt:ifdic,bc briefe} ° 

That our fwift winged foules may catch the kings, 

Or like obedient fubieds follow him 

To his new kingdome of perpetuall reft, 

Dut, Ah fo much intereft hatie /in thy forrow. 

As / had title in thy noble husband : 

/hauebewepta worthy husbands death. 

And liu’d by looking on his images. 

But now two mirrors of his princely femblance, 
Arecracktin peeces by malignant death? 

And / for comfort haue but one falfe aI a (Te 
^hich grieues me when /fee my foame in him, 

1 hou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee 
But death hath fnatchtmy children from mine armes. 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufc liaue / 
Tneiijbeingbur moitic of my griefe, 

2"o ouergo thy plaints and drowne thy cries# 

Boy, Good Aunt,you wept notfor our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares# 
ger/. Our father lefTe diftreffe was left vnmoand, 
Xour widowes dolours likewife be vnwept, 

Giue me no helpc in lamentation, 

/am not barren to bring forth laments. 

A 1 fpnngs reduce their currents to mine eies. 

That./ being gouernd by the watry moane , 

May fend forth plenteous teares to drowne the world, 
Ohfor myhusban d,for my h«re Lo, Edward, 
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Jmbe, Oh for our father, for our deare L, Clarence, 
Dut, Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence. 
J£u, ^hat ftaie had / but Edward,and he is gone# 

Am, tPhat ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone/ 

2 7ut. rvh at ftaies had / but they, and they are gone# 
jQu. ^aseuer widow, hadfo dearea lofte? 

Am. fVis euer Orphanes had a dearer lofte? 

Dut, tV\% euer mother had a dearer lofte# 

Alas,/ am the mother of thefe mones, 

7'iieir woes at e parceld,mine are generall: 

She for Edwardweepes,andfodo I: 

I for a Clarence weepe.fo doth notfhe; 

Thefe babes for Clarence w'eepe,and fo do /: 

/ for an Ed ward, and fo do they , 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft, 

Powreall your teares, /atn your forrowes nude. 

And / will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Glofler , 

GV.Madam hauc comfort, all of vs hauecaufe with others , 
To waile the dimming ofour ftiiningftarre: 

Jut none can cure their harmes by Wailing them. 

Madame my mother,/ do cry you mcrcie, 

I did not fee your grace,humbly on my knee * 

I crane your blelfing, 

Dut, Cod blefle thce,and put meekenesin thy minde, 
Louc,charitie,obedience,and true dutie. 

gio. Amen, and make me die a good old man, 

Thats the but end of my mothers blefling: 

/maruell why her grace did leaue it out ? 

EhcL You cloudy princes, and hart forrowing pcercs* 
Thatbeare thismutuall heauie load of moane 
Now cheare each other,in each othersloue : ’ 

Jliough we hauc fpent our harueft for this kino - . 

We are to reape the harueft of his fonne; ° 

The broken .rancour ofyour high fwolne hearts. 

But lately fplinted, knit, and ioynd together 
Muft greatly be preferu’d,cheri(Lt,and kept. 

Me ieemeth good that with fome little traine, 

ij°S^ h / ron j‘ L l <dfow theyong prince be fetch? 

Hithei to London, to be crownd our kin® - , 
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